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the bottom, nine miles back again, the eighteen miles, of course,
including a mile o£ descent and a mile of climb.
In October, 1936, my wife and I motored to Windsor, Conn.,'
where the Ellsworth family originated in America. The place is full
of Ellsworth memories, chief among them being Oliver Ellsworth's
country homestead. When in Windsor he always used to walk from
his home to his Hartford office in the morning and back again in
the afternoon. They told me the distance, but in my excitement I
could not take anyone's word for it. Setting the car's trip-mileage
meter at zero, I drove by the most direct route from the office to
the country house. It measured exactly nine miles!
Both my grandfather and my great-grandfather, on Father's side,
were cripples. Great-grandfather was Elisha Ellsworth, the doughty
revenue officer. While pursuing smugglers, his cutter was caught
in a winter storm and blizzard on Lake Erie. To keep from
freezing, everybody had to stay below. Someone had to steer
the vessel, so my great-grandfather rolled a hogshead of molasses
to the wheel and stood in it to protect his legs. The expedient
was too late. His legs were frozen and, after his rescue, had to be
amputated.
Grandfather lost a leg, too, but in less gallant fashion. When he
was a boy the Ohio country doctors administered mercury for every
ailment. Once, while he was saturated with the drug, he caught
cold and developed a case of mercury poisoning, resulting in the
loss of one leg. During his active life he got around with a crutch
and cane, but wound up his days in a wheel-chair. He died when-
I was three years old, and I don't remember him.
In 1904 Father bought the famous Villa Palmieri, in the hills
north of Florence, Italy. Every visitor to Florence knows this
place, for it was in the Villa Palmieri that Boccaccio wrote the
"Decameron. Marie Antoinette had lived in it, and Queen Victoria.
Its latest owner, the Earl of Crawford, had restored the gardens
according to Boccaccio's description of them.
Father loved the Villa Palmieri and spent, I believe, the happiest
hours of his life there. Of the two residences in Europe, my own
preference was for the more rugged Lenzburg in Switzerland. He
could scarcely understand this. He could never understand how I
could deliberately choose a life of hardship in the wilderness or on

